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Willoughby  Weaving 

Beauty  had  first  my  pride; 
But  now  my  heart  she  hath. 
And  all  the  whole  Y/crld  wide 

Is  Beauty's  path! 
By  mount:  in,  field  and  flood 
I  wallced  in  hardihood; 
But  now  with  delicate  pace 

Her  steps  I  trace. 

Once  did  ay  spirit  dare 
In  fond  presumptuous  dream 
To  malce  her  ways  more  fair 

That  fair  did  seem. 
But  all  the  world  became 
Her  ways  elect,  to  shame 
With  their  least  lovely  lot 

Ufy   loftiest  thought. 

Her  worshipful  bright  fire  I 
Ah I  Whither  will  it  lead 
JKy   burning  faint  desire 

And  feet  t.iat  bleed? 
Far  in  my  failing  view, 
A  pure  and  biasing  gem, 
She  lights  on  earth  the  Hew 

Jerusalem. 

Page  818,   Burton  L.   Stevenson's 
H098  BOOK  01?  JIOIjERft  VERSE. 

Biographical  Hote,   pa^e   1081,    "iUi  English 
writer   living   in  London." 
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SPIRIT-DITTIES 

HAT  spirit  beauty  haunts  my  heart ! 
Would  I  had  spirit  words  to  write 
Beyond  the  most  melodious  art 
The  invisible  verses  of  delight! 

Would  I  with  spirit  music  wrought 
That  I  might  sing  at  last,  unheard, 

The  beauty  that  my  soul  has  caught, 
More  wonderful  than  tone  or  word. 


THE  SILVER  BIRCH 

AILING,  failing, 

Down  the  shadowy  woodways  lone 
Came  the  sound  of  bitter  wailing, 

Sorrow's  last  and  saddest  tone 
Ere  the  breaking  heart  is  broken 

And  no  more  can  sigh  or  moan. 

Lightly  faring 

Down  the  overarching  trees 
I  went  seeking  and  bewaring, 

Thigh-deep  through  the  bracken-seas ; 
But  no  further  wail  of  sorrow 

Drowned  the  sighing  of  the  breeze. 


Dreaming,  yearning, 

I  was  suddenly  aware, 
At  the  embowered  pathway's  turning 

In  a  leafy  cavern  there, 
Of  a  slender  maiden  lying 

Prone  upon  her  scattered  hair. 

Sorely  shaken 

Her  white  body  was  with  woe, 
Like  a  wave  by  wind  o'ertaken 

Heaving  with  a  crest  of  snow, 
Or  like  milky  foam  imprisoned 

On  a  brook  that  speeds  below. 

Weeping,  weeping, 

Still  no  sound  of  grief  she  made, 
And  my  stricken  heart  went  leaping 

Fain  with  pity  and  sweet  aid; 
But  the  wildness  of  her  beauty 

Held  me  spell-bound  and  afraid. 

Wildly  dashing 

I  was  ware  of  her  wan  face 
Sorrowful,  affrighted,  flashing 

Turned  a  moment  to  my  gaze, 
As  I  halted  broken-hearted 

At  the  dim  deserted  place ! 

Beauty!   Splendour! 

How  shall  I  her  grace  declare? 
— All  the  wonder  of  her  slender 

Body  and  sad  face  so  fair? 
— Or  my  own  heart's  wilder  sorrow 

Crying  desolately  there? 
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Silver-suited 

Mid  the  bracken,  tempeft-strown, 
Lay  a  slender  birch  uprooted, 

Through  whose  leaves  a  wailful  moan 
Passed  and  left  me  sad  and  silent 

And  beyond  all  tears  alone. 

ARIEL 

HO  pipeth  to  my  soul? 

What  spirit  of  sweet  sound 
Strayeth  in  a  dream 

Beyond  immortal  ground? 
— Breathing,  as  he  slrayeth, 

Through  haunted  reed 
Tones  mellower  than  the  music 

Of  mortal  need. 

From  what  bright  far-off  fields 

Forgetful  hath  he  strayed? 
Whence  is  that  music  born 

That  he  so  sweet  hath  made? 
What  passion  brought  him  nearer? 

What  joy?  What  dole? 
That  so  his  music  reacheth 

My  human  soul ! 

MOMENTS  OF  VISION 

Y  whispering  sounds  of  waves  and  trees, 
And  by  those  pregnant  silences 
That  follow  or  precede  the  sl:orm, 
By  eloquence  of  scent  and  form, 


By  tenderness  of  creatures'  eyes 

And  grace  of  all  that  creeps  or  flies, 

I  have  been  haunted,  wrought  upon, 

Enchanted,  till  my  joy  was  gone, 

And  all  the  world  beneath  my  feet 

Fading  with  every  vision  sweet 

Had  left  me  in  a  loneliness 

That  none,  who  have  not  shared,  could  guess. 

And  I  stood  fearfully  and  felt 

All  senses  from  my  being  melt, 

My  native  soul  stand  stripped  and  bare 

Before  a  Recognition  there, 

Invisible  eyes  whose  burning  gaze 

Outshone  the  great  sun's  brightest  rays, 

And  on  my  soul  alighting,  first 

Wrung  it  like  a  thing  accursed 

With  shame,  and  then  with  tender  power 

Drew  it  outwards  like  a  flower 

To  see  with  mild  undazzled  eye 

Beauty  herself  there  standing  by. 

By  tempestuous  sounds,  no  less 
Of  massy  strength  and  mighty  stress, 
Of  straining  forests,  and  the  cry 
Of  winds  and  waves  in  agony, 
I  have  been  lifted,  rapt  afar 
In  splendour  like  a  falling  star, 
Kindling  with  speed  my  native  spark 
In  fiery  flight  from  dark  to  dark 
Through  joy's  keen  atmosphere;  and  then 
Plunging  into  void  again, 
Extinguished,  fearful,  and  undone, 
Have  yearned  for  self-oblivion- 


For  in  that  brief  and  brilliant  race 
Of  joy,  that  momentary  space 
Of  light,  that  burning  swift  access 
I  have  been  close  to  Loveliness, 
And  seen  the  end  of  all  desire, 
That  Peace !  enlightened  by  the  fire 
Of  my  own  fervour  for  a  span 
Short  but  enough  to  heed  and  scan 
Her  Beauty.  Never  have  I  been 
Closer  to  her  nor  clearer  seen, 
Save  when  the  lamps  of  pity  shine 
Within  my  heart  upon  her  shrine. 

Ah !  would  that  I  might  stand  and  gaze 
On  Beauty's  self  for  all  my  days, 
And  nought  of  earth  so  soon  surprise 
And  blind  from  inner  sight  my  eyes ! 
Or  would  that  these  brief  tranced  spells 
Were  made  the  longer  intervals, 
And  rarely,  swiftly,  hardly  seen, 
The  things  of  earth  should  flash  between ! 
And,  oh,  that  I  might  still  increase 
My  gleam  of  joy,  my  glimpse  of  Peace ! 
Or  Pity's  lamps  more  constant  shone 
Within  my  heart  her  shrine  upon ! 
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ROCK-A-BYE 

OCK!  Rock!  the  night  wind  is  swaying 
The  birds  in  the  branches  on  high. 

Head  under  wing  dreaming  they  sing 
Swung  o'er  a  wonderful  sky. 

They  dream  of  roses  that  never  were  born, 
Roses  that  never  can  die. 


Sleep !  Sleep !  Sleep ! — little  nestling : 
Mother  broods  close  on  the  nest. 

No  night-bird  of  prey  shall  snatch  thee  away, 
No  terror  break  into  thy  rest. 

Sleep  till  the  stars,  the  roses  of  night, 
Close  their  last  buds  in  the  west. 
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SONNET 

HE  rustle  of  soft  rain  on  April  streams, 

The  whispered  breeze  through  ripening  oat- 
fields  blown, 
The  far,  faint  sighing  of  the  ocean's  dreams 

Who  ebbs  and  flows  eternally  alone, 
Bring  sadness  like  a  pleasure  to  the  mind : 

I  hear  their  music  like  an  antique  tale 
Of  happy  lovers  lodged  in  days  unkind 

Or  days  too  fair  and  happy  to  prevail 
Against  the  hurrying  fear  that  they  shall  cease 

Too  soon.  Upon  the  verge  of  things  I  stand 
Like  an  ecstatic  solitary  who  sees 

Sorrow  and  Beauty  passing  hand  in  hand, 
And  hears  that  faint  sad  sweetest  music  blown 
From  tragedies  too  tender  to  be  known. 

FROM  "THE  PURSUIT  OF  HAPPINESS" 

HE  sought  for  sweetness  in  lovely  places, 
Honey  from  flowers  most  fair  to  see, 
Where  Time  the  shadow  of  Beauty  traces, 
And  the  fresh  warm  winds  of  the  world  blow  free — 
Where  the  kisses  of  the  Sun 
Brought  to  birth 
Lovely  children  of  the  earth, 
Yellow  and  vermillion 
6 


Blossoms,  blossoms  white  and  blue, 

Virgin  blossoms  filled  with  dew 

Like  the  tears  of  Innocence 

Welling  clear — they  know  not  whence — 

With  a  joyful  sort  of  sadness, 

Bee-thronged  blossoms  giving  up 

With  love's  gladness 

All  the  honey  from  each  cup. 

But  greater  sweetness  he  found  unseeking 
In  dreary  lands  neath  a  sunless  sky, 

Where  time  like  a  labouring  cart  goes  creaking, 
And  Beauty  herself  stands  pitying  by — 
Where  the  shadows  fall  and  check 
At  their  birth 

Lovely  children  of  the  earth, 
Or  the  howling  tempests  wreck 
Stunted  blossoms  that  are  born 
Shapeless,  colourless,  forlorn, 
Neath  a  cold  and  bitter  sky 
That  freezes  their  tranquillity, 
Driving  them  to  doom  and  blindness 
But  can  quench  not  the  small  spark 
Of  love's  kindness 
That  glows  and  flickers  in  the  dark. 


TO 


T 


HOU  hast  found  my  secret  soul 

Who  fared  these  latter  days 
Dreaming  to  himself 

Down  unfrequented  ways. 
Him  hast  thou  found  and  filled 

And  brought  serene  and  whole 
Back  to  my  vacant  heart, 

Soul  of  my  soul ! 
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Fretful  no  more  for  Spring 

From  common  haunts  he  flies : 
Where  no  birds  sing,  no  more 

For  him  the  wet  wind  sighs. 
His  comings  in  my  heart 

Are  filled  with  native  glee. 
He  fills  unfading  boughs 

With  songs  of  thee. 

WHEN  BEAUTY  BOUND- 
HEN  Beauty  bound  to  shape  or  sound 

Or  scent  or  colour  stirs  my  sense, 
Earth's  loveliest  things  that  me  surround 
Are  but  a  means  to  bear  me  hence 

To  Beauty  free,  whence  I  can  see 

And  hear  beyond  the  song  and  flower 

The  truth  whereof  these  creatures  be 
But  vessels  for  a  fleeting  hour. 

SONNET 

SOMETIMES  the  spirit  soars  aloft  the  cloud 
Of  cold  mortality  that  clips  his  view, 
Freed  from  the  wings  of  thought  which  beat  aloud 

With  weariness  too  soon  when  erst  he  flew. 
On  the  swift  wingless  glory  of  ascent 

He  rises  to  serenest  heights  afar, 
Self-poised  upon  his  song,  magnificent 

In  the  bright  prospect  of  the  furthest  star. 
And  thence  upon  his  shortening  song  once  more 

With  soft  rebounds  and  gradual  fall  he  sinks 
Descending  through  the  clouds  that  close  him  o'er 

To  the  dim  earth  which  still  with  tender  links 
Holds  him  enthralled  in  love  more  sweet  and  fair 
Than  all  the  wide  companionship  of  air. 
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COME  FROM  THE  DIM  TREES 

OME  from  the  dim  trees,  into  the  sunlight  come, 
Shy  fores!:  folk,  for  my  eyes  to  see  you  clearly. 
Or  if  you  must  needs  hide,  use  my  heart  for  your 
home: 
There  shall  ye  haunt  with  a  soul  that  loves  you  dearly. 
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A  wild  shy  creature  like  you,  between  my  thought 
And  feeling  in  heart's  deep  forest  peering  and  flashing 

With  timorous  grace,  now  flying  like  a  thing  distraught, 
Now  gazing  with  gentle  eyes  to  my  selfs  abashing. 

Playfellows,  comrades,  brothers,  he  prays  you  speed 
To  his  lovely  glades  and  glowing  sequestered  spaces, 

Where  you  shall  have  the  shade  and  sun  at  your  need, 
And  none  but  your  kind  shall  know  of  your  basking 
places. 

Steal  from  the  dim  trees,  into  the  shadow  steal, 

Love's  shadow  cast  in  my  faithful  heart  to  enfold  you. 

I  would  not  betray  you,  your  presence  I  would  but  feel 
Where  my  soul's  fond  eyes  may  clearly  at  last  behold 
you. 
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SONG  FROM  "LIFE" 

HOW  shall  I 
Ever  possess  thee 


^-^  Who  from  my  first  desire 
Ever  dost  fly? 
How  could  the  Gods 
In  such  fresh  beauty  dress  thee, 
Thou  being  so  elusive 
And  so  desirous  I ! 


u 


Will  no  one  say 

Whither  she  flyeth? 

Where  can  she  hide  such  beauty 

From  the  light  of  day? 

— When  the  stars  declare 

The  love  that  she  denyeth, 

And  the  darkest  night 

Can  hide  her  not  away! 

VISION  OF  SHIPS 

PON  the  blue  Aegean  main, 

Where  fair  white-citied  islands  lie, 

The  stately  galleys  sailed  again, 
The  galleys  of  antiquity. 

The  triremes  with  imperial  grace, 
Broadwinged  and  flashing  in  the  sun, 

Bound  for  Piraeus,  rock  and  race 
Along  the  shores  by  Marathon. 

And  here  the  swift  adventurer  flies 
Flinging  the  whited  seas  astern : 

There  laden  deep  with  merchandise 
The  slow  and  weathered  hulks  return. 

From  isle  to  isle  and  shore  to  shore 
The  lighter  craft  shoot  out  and  shine 

High  piled  with  hempen  bales  or  store 
Of  glowing  fruit  and  skins  of  wine. 

And  line  on  line  far  down  the  seas, 

Big-wombed  and  heavy,  labouring  home, 

The  corn  ships  from  the  Chersonese, 
From  Egypt  and  the  Euxine  come. 
10 


u 


ECHO  AND  NARCISSUS 

NSEEN,  invisible, 

Intangible  made  by  wrathful  Hera, 

She  sprayed  through  the  woodlands 

And  rivered  valleys. 

But  felt  was  her  beauty 

Like  the  fragrance 

Of  unseen  violets, 

That  brings  to  the  hearts'  eye 

Fair  visions 

Of  untold  sweetness. 

Whilst  through  the  dreams 

Of  whom  so  she  approached 

Flashed  the  grace 

Of  her  white  body, 

So  fair,  so  tender, 

So  fleet,  and  so  elusive. 

Accursed  she  was  also 

To  silence  eternal, 

Save  when  perchance  another 

Spake  near  her.  But  so  closely 

Her  sweet  voice  would  follow 

That  few  heard  more 

Than  their  own  voice  repeated, 

Sadly  repeated,  and  with  mockery 

Sometimes  they  deemed  it; 

Albeit  she  was  too  sad 

To  keep  even  laughter  delightful, 

Making  pitiful  its  sweetness. 

But  once  when  she  wandered 

Beside  Cephissus, 

Seeing  the  bright  kingfisher 

Flame  fierily  reflected 

II 


Through  those  clear  waters, 
And  hearing  the  faint  sound 
Of  the  shy  voles  gnawing 
The  broad-bladed  flags, 
Upon  a  bright  sunny  plot 
Beside  the  willows 
She  beheld 
The  young  Narcissus. 

Then  straightway  she  forgot 

Her  curse  of  silence, 

And  a  great  cry  rose  passionate 

From  her  heart,  but  died  unuttered 

Upon  her  tongue; 

Tho*  this  she  knew  not, 

Being  so  engrossed 

In  love's  fine  wonder. 

But  sighing  she  marvelled 

That  he  turned  not  towards  her, 

And  answer  made  none 

To  her  fain  calling. 

But  suddenly  he  arose 

From  his  couch  among  the  loose-strife, 

Stretching  his  white  arms 

And  slender  body. 

Then  broke  from  his  lips 

A  sweet  languid  cry. 

And  swift  from  her  tongue 

In  answer  following 

Rushed  all  her  stemmed  passion. 

Swiftly  he  turned 
"With  arms  still  outspread 
12 


In  wonder  and  invitation, 
Flashing  upon  her 
All  his  youthful  glory. 

She  rushed  towards  him, 
Marking  not  in  her  joy 
That  he  bewildered  saw  not 
Who  had  called  him. 
But  when  she  had  flung 
Her  arms  about  him, 
And  felt  his  warm  body 
Pressed  not  upon  her  own, 
Nor  his  responsive  arms 
Clasped  trembling  around  her 
Ah  then  she  remembered ! 
Ah  then  she  remembered ! 
And  fell  from  his  neck 
Like  a  crumpled  lily. 

Deeply  he  sighed; 

For  albeit  he  knew  not 

That  she  had  touched  him 

Nor  heard  her  bitter  sobbing 

And  lamentation, 

Yet  felt  he  an  exceeding 

Beauty  anigh, 

And  joy  gone  from  him 

And  a  strange  wild  sorrow 

Overcoming  him, 

Such  dejection 

As  he  would  fain  solace 

Even  with  love's  sweetness. 

And  he  cried  "O  thou  that  called, 
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How  fain  were  I  beside  thee ! 
How  long  wilt  thou  mock  me 
And  I  pursue  thee  in  vain!" 
But  she  answered  not 
For  very  anguish. 

Then  brushed  he  from  his  bright  lashes 
The  gathered  tears, 
And  sadly  laughing 
Girt  up  his  loins 
And  so  departed. 


ECLIPSE  OF  THE  MOON 


T 


HE  shadow  of  the  world 
Lies  dark  and  chill 

Upon  my  shivering  soul, 
My  frozen  will. 


Arise  above  the  world 
O  quickening  sun, 

Turning  to  warm  and  fair 
This  shadow  dun. 

Illumine  the  near  side 
Of  the  world's  sphere, 

Making  for  me  again 
Its  beauty  clear. 

And  on  my  shivering  soul, 
O  bright  sun,  shine, 

Till  warmth  and  life  and  love 
Once  more  are  mine. 
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SONNET 

HOW  much  the  past  presides.  What  living  power 
Have  our  dead  forebears.  Through  how  many- 
eyes 
I  look  upon  the  beauty  of  an  hour, 

And  when  with  tragic  pomp  that  beauty  flies, 
What  generations  share  and  aggravate 
The  burden  of  the  melancholy  fall, 
And  having  helped  to  make  my  heart  elate, 

With  theirs  make  his  loss  too  funereal. 
How  many  perished  kin  with  passion  spent 

Have  made  my  love  so  terrible  and  strong, 
Whose  centuries  of  love's  glamour  and  lament 
Find  voice  at  once  in  my  o'ermastering  song. 
And  I  their  composite  and  latest  heir 
In  my  own  life  have  but  a  single  share. 
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SONG 

F  love  came  with  the  Springtime 
And  with  the  Summer  fled, 

Too  mournful  were  the  Autumn, 
Winter  too  dead. 


And  if  Love  came  with  Autumn 
And  passed  with  Winter  drear, 

How  barren  were  the  Springtime 
For  all  its  cheer. 

But  love  comes  when  he  listeth, 
Not  minding  leaves  nor  snow. 

And  who  hath  yet  discovered 
When  love  shall  go? 
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SONG  FROM  "LIFE" 

LIGHTLY  wandered  soul, 

What  happy  thoughts  are  these 
Wherewith  thou  would'st  console 

My  body's  long  disease? 
From  what  fair  fields  and  groves, 

What  musical  swift  streams, 
Where  all  the  time  is  love's, 

Bringest  thou  saving  dreams? 

Away,  my  soul !  For  here 

Too  soon  thy  dreams  must  fade, 
Too  soon  thv  memories  dear 

Shall  be  regretful  made. 
Here  is  no  hope  for  thee : 

Thy  pity  here  is  vain. 
While  time  is  yet,  O,  free 

Thy  happy  self  again ! 

SONNET 

MY  lonely  bed's  as  narrow  as  the  grave's, 
As  cheerless,  since  upon  that  summer's  day 
Beside  the  frothy  breaking  of  the  waves 
I  saw  my  love  her  beauty  disarray 
And  lay  her  down  beneath  the  coverlet 
Of  warm  bright  waters  blue  o'erturned  with  white, 
Pillowing  her  lovely  head  on  seaweeds  wet 
And  yielding  to  the  sea  her  calm  delight. 
Ah,  would  I  were  the  sea  in  his  broad  bed 
Astir,  and  she  were  dreaming  at  my  side! 
How  softly  from  her  beauty,  with  sweet  dread 
Would  I  withdraw  the  coverings  of  the  tide! 
But  if  my  bed  must  yet  be  as  the  grave's 
Would  that  I  were  not  restless  as  the  waves! 
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TEMPUS  FUGIT 

HE  hath  the  delicate  delight, 
The  airy  grace  of  birds ; 

And  lovely  as  their  lyrics  are 
Her  single  words. 


They  sing  of  love.  Whereof  she  speaks 

It  matters  not.  I  hear 
Always  in  every  word  she  says 

Love's  note  mosl  clear. 

She  hath  the  lovely  bloom  of  flowers 

That  waneth  while  I  sing. 
But  in  her  heart  hath  love  arrayed 

Eternal  Spring. 

Oh!  While  I  sing  Time  creepeth  on, 

But  when  her  lips  I  kiss, 
Vanisheth — for  he  hath  no  part 

In  my  soul's  bliss. 


BEAUTY  NO  BURDEN  HATH 


B 


EAUTY  no  burden  hath 

And  Truth  no  care. 
True  Love  upon  life's  path 

Wandereth  fair. 

Sad  tears  true  Love  can  shed, 
Share  bitterest  woe, 

Only  when  Truth  lies  dead 
From  Beauty's  blow. 
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SONNET 

WHEN  death  has  taken  all  that  time  has  left 
Of  youth  and  beauty  to  his  cold  embrace, 
And  love  stands  shivering  and  sore  bereft, 
And  loneliness  fills  up  your  vacant  place, 
Then,  then,  perhaps,  I  foolish  may  deny 

That  love  once  given  for  ever  is  returned, 
Forgetting  in  griefs  bitterness  what  I 

From  joy's  excess  declared  that  I  had  learned. 
Forgive  me,  then,  if  you  beyond  the  grave 
See  me  untrue  to  joy,  which  erst  I  said 
You  in  your  love  so  bountifully  gave 

That  it  should  serve  me  still  when  you  were  dead. 
If  ever  I  believed  that  you  could  die 
I  could  not  think  so  exquisite  a  lie. 


TIME,  THE  OLD  VAGABOND 

TIME,  the  old  vagabond, 
Plays  on  his  fiddle, 
And  all  must  dance  to  his  tune, 
The  young  and  hale  with  a  frolic  pace, 
The  wise  with  an  ever  cheerful  face, 
The  old  and  halt  with  but  little  grace, 
— All  must  dance  to  his  tune. 

Sometimes  he  plays  a  lively  air, 
Smiling  into  his  fiddle, 
And  sets  the  dance  for  the  young  and  fair 
With  twinkling  feet  and  floating  hair, 
Who  speed,  ah  thoughtless !  the  rising  measure. 
But  all  must  dance  to  his  tune, 
And  the  old  and  halt  with  their  weary  feet 
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Grumble  and  frown  at  the  quickened  beat; 
But  the  wise  take  heart  of  the  music  fleet. 
— All  must  dance  to  his  tune. 

Sometimes  a  mournful  tune  he  plays, 

Glowering  over  his  fiddle, 

Slowly  the  dance  to  his  music  sways, 

But  the  young  fret  soon  at  the  long  delays, 

And  strive  in  vain  to  quicken  the  music, 

For  all  must  dance  to  his  tune. 

While  the  old  take  respite,  and  grumble  yet, 

For  some  remember,  and  some  forget, 

But  the  wise  to  their  partners  smile  and  set. 

— All  must  dance  to  his  tune. 

Time,  the  old  vagabond, 

Plays  on  his  fiddle, 

And  all  must  dance  to  his  tune, 

The  young  and  hale  at  a  frolic  pace, 

The  wise  with  an  ever  cheerful  face, 

The  old  and  halt  with  but  little  grace. 

— All  must  dance  to  his  tune. 


A 


THE  HERON 

S  closely  as  the  heron  flies 

Upon  his  image  in  clear  seas, 
Meeting  his  wings  in  second  skies, 

So  closely  on  her  images 
In  the  calm  tides  of  human  thought 

Beauty  flies,  perceived  not 
Save  by  those  lovely  spirits  rare 

That  soar  above  the  level  tide 
And,  having  seen  her  flying  there, 

With  shadows  are  unsatisfied. 
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THE  SELF-CONSCIOUS  SPORTSMAN 


E 


I 


YES!  Eyes! 

The  wood  was  full  of  eyes, 

Invisible  eyes, 

But  felt  like  something  hard  to  realise 

And  harder  to  escape !  Suspicious  eyes, 

Staring,  intense,  of  every  shape  and  size 

And  every  hue,  that  seemed  to  terrorise 

With  their  own  fear  my  heart,  and  hypnotise, 

Till  like  one  eye  composed  of  countless  eyes 

Seemed  all  the  world  around  and  all  the  skies. 

INSOMNIA 

COULD  not  sleep :  the  thoughts  of  day 

Within  my  mind  carousal  kept 
And  drove  beseeching  sleep  away, 

Mocking  her  pity  when  she  wept. 
I  rose  discomfited  and  crept 

Without  like  one  who  fears  the  sight 
Of  fellow  men.  A  madness  swept, 

Like  storm-clouds  o'er  a  starry  night, 
Across  my  anguished  brain's  unresting  nodes  of  light. 

All  quiet  lay  the  world  asleep  below 

The  serene  skies.  Oh!  that  most  jealous  rest 
Eased  not  but  aggravated  still  my  woe. 

The  wildest  howling  storm  had  been  the  best 
Companion  to  my  mood,  the  tenderest 

And  surest  comforter,  if  comfort  could 
Approach  to  one  so  fearfully  possessed. 

There  like  a  maniac  I  ran ;  then  stood 
And  shouting  cursed  that  peace  which  I  had  vainly 
wooed. 
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Then  sank  the  frenzy  of  my  woe's  excess 

Into  that  dull  peace  of  untold  despair, 
That  worse  stagnation,  such  as  none  can  guess 

Who  have  not  felt  at  heart  their  bitter  share 
Slowly  increasing  and  congealing  there, 

Binding  the  hopeless,  helpless  mind  with  worse 
Than  death,  a  frozen  vacancy  of  care, 

The  weight  of  an  intolerable  curse 
Cracking  the  very  soul  that  yet  cannot  disperse. 

SONNET 

Inspiration 

THE  cloudy  shapes  that  throng  my  dazzled  thought 
With  incommunicable  beauty  shine, 
But  sometimes  I  their  shadow  fair  have  caught 
Cast  on  my  dreams  and  only  less  divine 
Than  their  inseparable  loveliness. 

Ah !  would  that  I  with  equal  verse  could  show 
Even  the  shadow's  beauty  and  express 

Something  beyond  the  shadows  as  they  flow. 
But  still  mortality  intrudes  and  creeps 

Into  my  verse  to  wrong  them  and  betray, 
And  through  my  music  Time,  the  antic,  peeps 

To  mock  my  dreams  and  shame  my  hopes  away; 
Till  through  my  brain  new  shapes  and  shadows  throng 
And  fill  my  spirit  with  unfaltering  song. 


O 


SATISFACTION 

H,  whither  shall  I  seek  to  find 
The  nimble  maiden,  the  unkind 
Who  haunts  the  deserts  of  the  mind? 
And  being  more  fair 
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Than  they  are  bare, 
Goes  flying  without  cause  or  care, 
Ere  the  despondent  soul,  who  fled 
To  those  wastes  and  raven-fed 
Revived,  has  her  discovered. 

She  is  never,  never  seen 

In  the  mind's  trim  fields  serene, 

Or  dream's  deep  woods  that  intervene 

The  towers  of  thought, 

Love's  secret  grot, 

Joy's  hills  and  valleys,  know  her  not. 

But  in  those  wastes  alone  she  flies 

Ere  the  soul's  tormented  eyes 

Aught  save  her  want  can  realise. 

PASSOVER 

DREAMED  that  I  took  a  bunch  of  hyssop 
Dipped  in  a  dying  soldier's  blood, 
And  smote  on  the  lintel  post  of  heaven 
To  save  the  pitiful  Son  of  God. 
I  heard  the  Angel  of  Death's  dark  pinions 
Beating  anigh  in  the  air  above, 
And  I  feared  that  I  came  too  late  to  succour 
Innocent  Love. 

I  smote  on  the  faft  closed  gate  of  heaven 
Left  God  should  sleep  on  that  dreadful  night. 
Was  His  the  Angel  of  Death,  I  wondered, 
With  wing  so  ftormy  and  sword  so  bright ! 
I  prayed  for  His  first-born  against  blind  anger 
With  cries  that  only  despair  can  give. 
Did  the  Angel  of  Death  pass  over? 
Does  God's  son  live? 
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WORDSWORTHIAN 

I  STRAYED  beside  the  floating  sea, 
And  took  fresh  joy  exultingly 
In  all  the  old  fair  things  that  had 
So  often  made  my  spirit  glad, 
And  now,  as  when  firsl:  found,  no  less 
Exceeded  in  their  loveliness. 
They  had  losl  nothing,  nothing  I, 
Though  many  a  year  had  filled  the  sky 
With  beauty's  birth  and  overthrow, 
Of  that  fresh  wonder  long  ago 
When  I  a  child  with  opening  eyes 
Firsl:  found  this  world  a  Paradise, 
Unvanished  Eden,  and  as  free 
As  winds  and  waves  are,  joyously 
Took  in  more  glory  in  a  day 
Than  all  the  years  can  put  away. 

No,  now  my  wonder  seemed  to  me 
From  sweet  familiarity 
Fresher  and  overflowing  more 
Than  in  those  wondrous  days  of  yore. 
It  had  gained  something  else  that  I 
Had  heeded  not,  as  years  went  by, 
A  tenderness  like  wings  above, 
The  consecration  of  long  love 
And  pity,  the  slxange  joy  that  springs 
From  wilfulness  of  fading  things. 

And  in  the  flowers  that  clothed  the  hill 

With  soft  red  flame,  and  in  the  slill 

Blue  seas,  the  cloudless  heavens  blue, 

The  fresh  green  grass  slill  wet  with  dew, 

The  leafy  trees,  the  sweet  delight  23 


Of  singing  birds,  in  all  things  bright 
I  felt  the  wondrous  joy  of  youth 
Reflected  in  the  eyes  of  Truth, 
Serene  and  yet  as  wild  and  free 
And  full  of  nimble  ecstasy; 
And  greater  comfort,  needing  more, 
I  felt  then  I  had  felt  before. 
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SONG  FROM  "LIFE" 

HAT  is  life?  and  what  is  love? 

Oh,  whither  are  we  straying 
While  the  skies  grow  soft  above 

And  Beauty  is  herself  arraying 
In  all  the  tenderness  of  Spring? 

O  hark!  How  fain  the  wild  birds  sing! 
Can  life  be  love's  betraying? 

Shall  not  Beauty  disarray 

The  glory  that  she  weareth? 
And  Love  learn  with  chill  dismay 

The  burden  of  the  joy  he  beareth? 
What  is  Love?  and  what  is  life? 

Foes  at  one  or  friends  at  strife? 
For,  oh !  my  heart  despaireth. 


T! 


ESTRAYS 

"N  the  harbours  of  the  mind 
Many  a  stranger-thought  will  find 
•Refuge  brief  from  wave  and  wind 
That  rage  upon  the  outer  sea 
Which  lies  between  us  and  the  free 
Calm  ocean  of  Infinity. 
And  in  those  quiet  harbours  deep, 
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Like  dreams  in  the  lagoons  of  sleep, 
They  lie  reflected,  till  they  sweep 
With  beauty  forth  below  clear  skies 
Once  more,  like  wedded  butterflies, 
On  their  suspended  fantasies. 
And  when  they  make  with  splendid  press 
Again  the  bar  of  consciousness, 
We  wondering  at  their  fine  excess 
Think  not  how  little  they  were  ours, 
Till  we  have  striven  at  all  hours 
To  tell  them  with  our  native  powers. 


O 


DIRGE 

HEART!  O  hope !  my  days  are  dead 
As  leaves  in  chill  December  flying. 
I  count  not  now  how  long  I  live, 
But  how  long  I  am  dying. 

Would  that  my  days  were  living  days 
Or  I  as  dead  as  they  were  lying ! 

Too  long  I  hear  my  ancient  joys 
Like  mourners  round  me  crying. 

THE  NEED  AT  HEART 

FOR  a  need  at  heart 
That  nought  can  fill 
We  burden  our  days 
With  good  and  ill, 
With  dreams  that  perish, 

And  love  that  sighs 
Ever  for  beauty 
That  ever  flies. 
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But  the  need  at  heart 

Pursues  us  yet 
For  the  little  good 

And  the  much  regret, 
And  overshadows 

Our  clearest  days 
With  a  cloud  that  brightens 

And  then  betrays. 

SONNET 

WHAT  time  the  long-ascended  lark  on  high 
Pays  out  his  web  of  music  and  returns 
Down-swinging  like  a  spider  from  the  sky, 
Still  threaded  from  his  native  star,  that  burns 
Already  through  the  tender  fading  hues 

Of  sunset;  then  my  spirit  spreads  his  wings 
Soaring  anointed  with  the  cool  night-dews, 

And  starlike  soon  among  the  stars  he  sings 
The  songs  that  here  he  strove  to  sing  in  vain, 

The  unutterable  transports  of  delight 
And  those  pure  cadences  of  sweeter  pain, 

Unheard  save  of  his  starry  brethren  bright. 
And  when  at  dawn  the  dewy  lark  upsprings 
Descends  star-comforted  and  folds  his  wings. 

HOTSPUR 

RUSH  of  sweetness,  of  life,  of  glory!   From  skies 
and  meadows 
In  one  o'erwhelming  charge  of  Beauty  the 
young  Spring  cries 
Breaking  the  phalanxed  spears  of  Winter  in  wonderful 
confusion, 
And  chasing  Death's  impostor  until  he  yields  and  dies. 
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He  desolate  lays  desolation,  and  with  lenient  conquest 
Links  the  broken  legions  of  despair  to  his  triumph  of 
delight. 
Afar  his  fluttering  pennons  fly,  and  the  music  of  his 
bugles 
Sound  from  the  wind's  four  corners  now  his  pleasure 
and  his  might. 


C 


O 


COME  LET  US  CAST 

OME  let  us  cast  ourselves  aside 

And  through  love's  ocean  diving  deep 

Enjoy  the  cool  clear  healthful  tide 

And  the  clean  waves  that  round  us  leap, 

We,  that  were  twain,  made  one  in  bliss 

With  all  that  Beauty  hath  and  is. 

Let  us  forget  the  things  that  we 

Mistook  for  joy,  for  love  misclaimed, 

And  in  Truth's  bright  serenity 

Attain  what  we  so  long  misnamed. 

Come  let  us  hazard  all  that  is 

Yet  is  not,  for  essential  bliss. 

THE  STAR 

NE  star  have  I  to  follow,  one  clear  star 
Amid  the  skies  where  stars  so  many  lie, 

That  larger  seem,  not  being  set  so  far, 
And  brighter,  not  being  lifted  up  so  high. 

With  easier,  more  apparent  light  they  shine 
To  souls  that  are  contented  with  life's  lot; 

Yet  have  they  not  the  ecstasies  of  mine, 
Not  being  as  she,  to  be  attained  not. 
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Spirits  that  have  not  plumbed  the  deeper  night, 
Sought  past  near  worlds  for  mysteries  afar, 

Lured  by  the  breathless  ardour  of  wild  flight, 
Know  not  the  supreme  glory  of  my  star. 


T 


TRANQUILLITY 

RANQUILLITY, 

In  vain  I  sought  thee  out 
Far  from  the  rack  and  rout 
Of  toilful  days 
Down  sweet  sequestered  ways. 

Where  dost  thou  lie? 

In  glades  remote  of  Spring 

Where  flowers  bloom,  birds  sing 

And  shy  things  roam, 

Thou  hast  no  certain  home. 

Not  the  clear  sky, 

Nor  lakes  that  night  can  fill 

With  stars — they  lie  so  still; 

Nor  lone  sea-caves 

Lulled  by  the  slumbrous  waves; 

Not  mountains  high 

Hold  thee,  nor  valleys  sweet ; 

With  musical  waters  fleet; 

Neither  in  sound 

Nor  silence  art  thou  found. 

Vainly  I  thought 
To  find  thee  in  the  sight 
Of  passion's  won  delight. 
Not  my  love's  breast 
Could  give  my  spirit  rest. 
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Only  within  the  stress 

Of  toil  for  love's  redress, 

The  fiercest  strain 

Of  most  heart-rending  pain, 

Have  I  been  near  to  thee, 

Tranquillity. 

TO 


A 


SWAYING  branch  of  cherry  bloom, 
A  crest  of  floating  flower-grass, 

The  slender  beauty  of  your  hand 
Haunts  me  when  I  pass. 

Kiss  of  leaf,  or  gentle  press 

Of  breeze,  or  glance  of  woodland  spray 
Like  lovely  ghosts  of  your  hand's  touch 

Haunt  me  when  I  stray. 
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AUTUMN'S  END 

HERE  softly  waving  boughs 

With  incense  filled  the  air, 
The  unfragrant  cold  wind  soughs 

Through  hawthorn  hedges  bare. 
Where  linnet,  finch,  and  wren, 

And  warbler  blent  their  songs, 
The  robin  now  and  then, 
A  lonely  denizen, 

Pipes  from  the  prongs. 

The  sad  sick-hearted  days 

Do  little  cheer  his  note: 
Small  joy  can  his  brief  lays 

Unto  the  time  devote. 
What  unforgotten  love 
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To  him  is  yet  so  fair 
That  memory  floats  above 
Bare  field  and  leafless  grove? 

Or  what  despair? 


C 


AS  LINNETS  LOVE 

OME  let  us  love  as  linnets  love 

Below  the  greenwood  tree. 

There  sit  and  fill  my  happy  soul 

And  hear  me  sing  of  thee. 

There  shalt  thou  have  no  friends  but  one, 

One  more  than  friendly  lover, 

And  I  no  friends  shall  in  my  heart 

For  secret  foes  discover. 

Leu,  leu,  tirra,  leu !  under  the  greenwood  shady 

The  linnet-groom  doth  softly  sing  unto  the  linnet-lady. 

Come  let  us  live  as  linnets  live 

And  put  all  times  away, 

Nor  ever  need  nor  have  to  tell 

To-day  from  yesterday, 

Nor  for  to-day's  necessity 

And  nakedness  to  borrow 

(And  threadbare  leave  for  his  own  use) 

The  coat  of  fond  to-morrow. 

Leu,  leu,  tirra,  leu !  under  the  greenwood  shady 

The  linnet-groom  doth  softly  sing  unto  the  linnet-lady. 

Yes,  let  us  lack  as  linnets  lack, 
Possess  as  they  possess. 
Let  others  nurse  their  wealth  and  woes, 
And  us  life's  loveliness. 
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I'll  sit  by  thee  and  sing  of  thee, 
And  ever  wed  and  woo  thee, 
And  fight  for  thee  with  equal  joy 
Should  other  birds  pursue  thee. 

Leu,  leu,  tirra,  leu !  under  the  greenwood  shady 

The  linnet-groom  doth  softly  sing  unto  the  linnet-lady. 

SONNET 

HOW  much  close  trafficking  the  mind  maintains, 
O'er  what  mysterious  seas  her  vessels  fly, 
How  secretly  each  chartered  ship  regains 
Her  hidden  ports  that  unrecorded  lie! 
Nor  know  we  of  her  venturing  until 

Among  the  open  traffic  of  her  marts 
We  see  strange  merchandise  and  folk  that  fill 

With  wonder  and  strange  questioning  our  hearts. 
Then  know  we  of  her  enterprise;  and  yet 
Though  we  as  privily  patrol  her  shores, 
And  watches  round  her  darker  regions  set, 

Spy  on  her  merchants,  mark  her  bonded  stores, 
We  cannot  find  those  harbours,  neither  know 
Whither  and  whence  those  secret  vessels  go. 
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SONG 

HE  lark  on  high 

Hath  shortened  his  song 
And  sinks  to  the  clover. 
There  he  will  lie 

The  whole  night  long, 
And  at  dawn  tell  over 
As  he  shall  arise 
To  reddening  skies, 

His  dreams,  fond  lover! 
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And  at  day's  last  poise 
Will  have  left  unsung 

Half  of  his  joys 
The  leaves  among. 


MORTIS  TIMOREM 

HAVE  no  fear  of  death 
Who  know  life  more  than  breath, 
And  from  the  dead  have  seen 
The  spirit  stand  serene. 
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I  know  I  shall  not  lose 
The  glories  of  life's  use, 
Still  walking  glades  like  these 
Of  Spirit-flowers  and  trees. 


FROM  "LIFE" 

HOSE  fair  unyellowing  woods 
Where  sweet  birds  ever  sing 
And  fragrant  flowers  through  sunny  hours 
Fear  no  unblossoming — 
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Though  skies  are  overcast, 
And  all  these  branches  bare, 
And  winds  alone  make  pitiful  moan, 
I  still  can  wander  there. 

When  in  your  eyes  I  look, 

Or  your  low  voice  I  hear, 

Nor  winter's  breath  nor  the  hand  of  death 

Can  ever  touch  my  year. 
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HYLAS 

FT  heard  he  at  night  in  the  woodlands 

Sad  sound  of  lamentation.  'Twas  sometimes 

Swift  melancholy  murmur  like  a  brook's  voice, 

Or  sighs  and  sobbing 

Like  the  sorrowing  of  gentle  Zephyr 

When  forlorn  he  goes  and  searching 

Down  leafless  November;  'twas  a  shrill 

Outcry  sometimes  like  the  anguish 

Of  suddenly  caught  creature;  but  mosl:  often 

A  low  haunting  music. 

And  moved  by  the  sweet  sound 

Young  Hylas  oft  went  searching  to  discover 

What  lovely  being  fill'd 

The  woods  with  pitiful  beauty. 

And  once  when  alone  he  wandered 
Below  the  silver-thirling  stars, 
Crying  "O  sweet  unseen  one 
How  long  shall  I  pursue  thee!" 
In  the  cavernous  shadow 
Of  oaks  and  beeches  he  beheld 
White-bodied,  reclined  on  a  lichened 
Low  branch  of  aged  oak, 
A  maiden. 

Pale  as  moonlighted  snow 

Was  she,  and  fairer  than  the  vision 

Divine  that  had  filled  so  long 

With  fever  his  dreams.  Her  beauty 

Checked  at  their  crystal  sources 

The  mournful  tears  her  singing 

Ever  brought  to  his  eyes,  and  filled  them 

With  wonder  and  passion. 
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Then  she  beckoned 
Crying  "Hylas!  O  Hylas!"  with  arms  outspread. 
He  rushed  to  clasp  her.  But  turning 
She  fled  before  him.  He  followed 
With  that  fain  call  still  ringing 
In  his  desperate  heart. 

Through  the  thickets 
She  fled,  through  the  upland  pastures, 
By  the  mountain  torrents  and  boulders, 
Through  the  whin  and  heather  towards  the  craggy 
Cold  snow-capped  summits.  Ever  upwards 
She  fled  and  he  pursued  her; 
Keeping  in  view,  but  not  gaining 
On  her  lovely  flight,  ever  calling 
Calling  in  vain. 

But  at  last  amid  the  sheer 
Snow  she  paused  snow-like  and  panting, 
Turned  with  white  hand  uplifted 
And  sorrowful  face  to  prevent  him. 
"Oh!  what  have  I  done?  How  I  loved  thee 
Unseen  and  in  secret !  How  vainly ! 
Love,  how  thou  hast  betrayed  me ! 
Approach  not,  rash  boy!  For  thou  knowest 
No  whit  of  my  love.  I  have  undone  thee 
And  with  thee  myself.  O,  approach  not 
To  thine  undoing!  Hylas!  Hylas!" 
For  heedless  he  followed 
And  caught  her  to  his  embrace. 

Ah!  cold, 
Cold  were  her  lips  to  his  lips!  cold  her  bosom! 
So  cold!  and  cold  her  twining  limbs! 
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But  he  drank  of  her  love  and  she  yielded 
Till  in  her  passionate  embraces 
He  sank  into  sleep. 

There  they  found  him 
Days  after,  deep  buried  in  the  snow-bank, 
With  face  joyous  and  smiling.  Much  they  wondered 
What  whim  had  drawn  him  to  the  mountains 
That  cold  starry  night. 
Weeping  they  bore  him  to  the  valley, 
The  young  Hylas — alas !  the  young  Hylas ! 

SONNET 

NOT  all  the  beauty  that  my  senses  fair 
Have  felt,  not  all  the  beauty  that  has  shone 
Through  dreams  and  made  the  waking  world 
seem  bare 
That  once  as  beautiful  I  looked  upon, 
Can  match  the  beauty  that  I  never  felt 
Awake,  and  never  in  my  dreams  have  found 
Suggested,  near  whose  shadow  I  have  dwelt, 
Only  when  death-like  sleep  has  lapped  me  round, 
And  know  not  that  I  lodged  there  save  that  I 
Waking  have  found  a  wonder  in  my  heart, 
And  sweetness  from  the  fresh  propinquity 
To  something  that  no  guesses  can  impart, 
Something  beyond  the  range  of  dream  and  sense, 
Even  beyond  the  Spirit's  reticence. 
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SPRING 

O  fresh  and  lovely  was  the  day, 

So  sweet  and  bright  each  flower  and  tree, 
That  for  awhile  I  put  away 

Vague  dreams  of  what  could  never  be. 
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My  haunting  dreams  of  hearts*  unrest, 
Desires  for  tender  things  untold, 

For  beauty  that  could  not  be  guessed, 
And  phantoms  of  the  Age  of  Gold. 

My  heart  went  out  on  winged  feet 
With  unfamiliar  joy,  and  danced 

Like  sunlight  o'er  the  upland  sweet, 
And  o'er  the  leaping  river  glanced. 

The  world  received  me.  I  was  one 

With  flowers  and  trees  and  spraying  streams. 

And,  Oh,  that  Spring  were  never  done 
And  I  returned  not  to  my  dreams. 

NESCIO  QUAM 

OW  fair  the  fresh  green  world  may  be 
Without  the  mind  we  little  know, 

Within  so  fair  and  gloriously 

The  phantoms  of  the  green  world  show : 

Reflections  which  the  mind  receives 
Delighting,  and  from  them  creates 

The  sweeter  sounds  and  scents  and  leaves 
That  no  harsh  season  dissipates. 

SONG 

HOW  should  I  find  thee  here? 
Thou  art  so  fair  and  sweet. 
Yet  are  my  dreams  too  clear 

To  hold  deceit. 
What  valley  shall  I  seek? 

By  what  blue  sea? 
What  lands  are  fair  enough 
To  harbour  thee  ? 
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Oh,  whither  shall  I  speed? 

To  what  devoted  place 
Shall  love  convey  my  need 

Upon  thy  grace? 
How  shall  I  haste  time  on 

To  Fate's  decree 
When  mingled  I  shall  lie 

At  last  with  thee? 

CONTENT 

COULD  live  on  for  aye  and  never  die, 

Never  grow  weary  of  the  world  agen, 
So  much  I  love  the  sea,  the  earth  and  sky, 

And  the  sweet  converse  of  my  fellow-men. 
I  have  no  wish  for  fairer  things  than  those, 

Nor  yet  conceive  how  things  could  fairer  be; 
Nor  dream  of  an  here-after  that  could  close 

These  earthly  days  with  more  sincerity. 
The  beauty  of  the  fields  and  floods  and  hills, 

The  splendour  of  the  human  form,  the  fine 
Swift  vigour  of  the  pardlike  soul  that  fills 

The  form  with  love — for  these  I  should  repine. 
Oh,  when  I  die  returning  whence  I  came 
May  I  awake  to  find  life  still  the  same. 

THE  FISHERMAN 

OF  deeper  blue  than  summer  skies 
Between  gray  shores  that  fair  sea  lies 
Where  ever  to  soft  prosperous  gales 
The  fisher  hoists  his  tawny  sails 
And  leans  away  across  the  flood — 
Ah,  whither  in  his  hardihood? 
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How  oft  and  clearly  I  have  seen 

His  streaming  vessel  shoot  between 

White-cottaged  shores,  or  heard  the  rout 

Of  tackle  as  he  goes  about; 

And  caught  the  savour  of  his  net — 

Once,  once,  and  never  can  forget. 

Oh,  where  and  when  at  last  shall  I 
Unweeting  find  his  privacy, 
Seeing  afar  his  little  boat 
Upon  those  fancied  seas  afloat; 
And  wonder,  standing  on  that  shore, 
How  I  have  seen  the  like  before. 

Oh,  early  may  I  see  him  come 
Laden  with  silvery  fishes  home, 
And  hear  him  call  afar  to  greet 
With  voice  familiar-old  and  sweet, 
Knowing  that  we  together  strayed 
Long,  long  before  the  world  was  made. 


SONNET 

OTHERS  may  praise  your  beauty.  'Tis  enough 
For  me  in  silent  wonder  to  enjoy. 
Their  praise  however  sweet  must  yet  seem  rough, 
Though  they  the  poet's  dearest  arts  employ. 
But  I  in  you  delighting  can  embrace 

All  beauty  without  vexing  foolish  love 
With  vain  endeavours  to  belaud  your  grace 
Beyond  expression  gracious.  Far  above 
The  heights  of  praise  upborne,  wherefore  should  I 
Make  waste  of  glory  by  descent  to  song, 
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Setting  against  joy's  immortality 

Untimely  pains  that  can  but  do  you  wrong, 
And  striving  to  imprison  in  my  verse 

The  beauty  that  contains  the  universe? 
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THE  TWO  VOICES  (SONG  FROM  "LIFE") 

OW  shall  I  follow  the  voice  that  calleth? 

The  voice  that  hindereth  how  obey? 
How  sweetly  the  note  of  summons  falleth, 

How  tender  the  notes  that  bid  me  stay! 
O  here  is  sorrow  and  there  is  gladness, 

Here  is  labour  and  there  long  rest — 
Yes,  there  is  relief  from  all  this  sadness ; 

But  here  is  all  that  my  heart  loves  best. 
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DUM  VIVO 

FTER  long  voyaging 

0  may  I  come 
At  last  safely 

Unto  peace  and  home. 
Somewhere,  somewhere 

To  that  sweet  spot 
Where  all  save  love  and  friendship,  all  save 
beauty 

Are  quite  forgot. 

Those  blissful  regions 

That  I  still  passed 
Swept  on  by  tempest, 

May  I  reach  at  last. 
Often,  often 

1  turned  in  vain. 

Ah,  though  the  sails  are  torn  and  the  spars  broken, 
I  turn  again. 
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SONG  FROM  "LIFE" 

HEN  I  am  waking 

He  cometh  not.  How  shall  I  longer  wait? 
Even  at  the  very  end,  at  life's  leave-taking 
Perchance  he  will  stand  to  greet  me  at  the  gate. 


When  I  am  sleeping 

He  cometh.  Ah,  how  long  I  dream  in  vain ! 
I  waken  for  his  love,  but  turn  to  weeping, 

And  vainly — how  vainly! — I  would  sleep  again. 


W 


EL  DORADO 

HERE  lies  that  lovely  country 

Forgotten  long  ago? 

■Where  Peace  and  Beauty  linger 

Fled  from  the  lands  we  know : 
Un  soiled  by  sordid  progress, 

Unmarred  by  wealth  and  war, 
Where  is  that  lovely  country 
Which  unreturning  vessels 

Have  found  afar? 


— Where  Still  to  prosperous  breezes 

Bright  antique  sails  are  spread, 
The  Golden  Age  continues 

And  Wonder  is  not  dead : 
For  things  beyond  expression 

Where  men  still  strive  in  vain, 
Filling  their  homes  with  beauty — 
Ah !  Would  that  one  lost  vessel 

Returned  again ! 
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AMATOR  AMANDUS 

A  PURER  love  than  mine  might  angels  offer, 
But  no  man  else.  Although  my  flesh's  fire 
Makes  red  the  paler  burning  of  my  spirit, 
And  I  no  less  thy  body  than  thy  beauty 
Desire, 

True  is  my  body's  passionate  devotion. 

And  unashamed  I  tell  its  dear  delight 

Since  no  true  lover's  flesh  e'er  burned  less  fiercely, 

And  the  pure  flame  of  no  man's  love-bound  spirit 

More  white. 

THE  METEOR 

ACROSS  the  web-strung  zenith  a  star  sped, 
A  brilliant  spider  shooting  to  his  prey 
Entangled,  that  had  shook  the  sensile  thread 
And  summoned  him  unerring  far  away. 
Like  a  curled  feather  caught  the  new  moon  lay 
Motionless  in  the  webs ;  for  no  breeze  blew. 
There  was  no  sound  save  from  the  flooding  bay 
Where  moonlit  waves  a  wondrous  murmur  threw 
Across  the  wrinkled  sands  and  whispering  withdrew. 

Then  o'er  my  heart  in  dreaming  waves  song  broke : 

I  sang  of  love  and  loneliness  and  fate, 

Of  Adam  when  at  fir£l  on  Eve  he  woke, 

Of  Eve  back-looking  to  the  guarded  gate. 

I  sang  of  Age  assaulting  soon  and  late, 

Of  Love  withstanding  in  eternal  Youth, 

Of  Death  in  the  last  onset  desperate 

Carrying  the  outer  bastions  without  ruth, 

And  falling  slain  himself  upon  the  sword  of  Truth. 
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PARADOX 

ELLOW  leaves  fall; 

Time  is  big  with  death ; 
Hush  gathers  over  all, 

The  winds  hold  their  breath. 
A  chill  suspense 

Fills  earth  and  skies, 
But  in  my  heart  intense 

Joy  still  flies. 

But  when  the  Spring  days 

Are  fill'd  with  delight; 
Laden  with  bloom  the  mays, 

The  fields  with  flowers  bright, 
Within  my  heart 

Mute  sadness  stands 
Motionless,  apart, 

With  folded  hands. 

DUO  NUNQUAM 
WAIN  were  we  never.  All  of  us  that  is 
Eternal  was  for  ever  infinite, 
Amorous,  indissoluble,  one;  and  this 
Our  bodies'  bond  is  the  shadow  of  that  delight. 
Before  the  oldest  of  the  stars  grew  bright 
Within  the  void's  immeasurable  abyss, 
Was  less  division  ours  than  fends  a  kiss, 
And  closer  union  than  a  marriage  night. 

THE  SHIP 

DOWN  tranquil  seas  of  thought  my  spirit  goes 
Leaning  a  fair  white  sail  upon  the  skies. 
Awhile  no  harbour  of  delight  she  knows, 
And  still  delightful  flies. 
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How  oft  with  decks  awash  and  close-reefed  sails 

She  laboured  for  a  refuge,  and  forgot 
Her  strength  to  ride  out  overwhelming  gales 

And  be  confounded  not! 

I  STRAYED  BELOW  THE  SHINING  WOOD 

I  STRAYED  below  the  shining  wood 
Accompanied  by  solitude 
And  those  dark  thoughts  that  sometimes  spring 
Amid  a  fair  imagining, 
And,  ere  the  spirit  is  aware, 
Assume  a  dreadful  pleasure  there, 
Ravishing  with  unholy  glee 
The  weaker  fairer  company 
Of  thoughts  that  strive  in  vain  to  keep 
Their  virgin  beauty.  Fast  asleep 
My  spirit  was  and  heard  no  sound 
Of  the  sad  war  that  raged  around, 
Or  in  his  fitful  dreams  he  stirred 
As  if  he  helpless  was  and  heard. 

And  I,  who  love  the  woods  and  all 

The  woodland  creatures  great  and  small, 

The  shyer  folk  and  those  that  are 

More  fearless  and  familiar, 

With  fond  love  and  a  dear  delight, 

And  willful  humour  exquisite, 

Felt  shame  like  lowering  hatred  roll 

In  clinging  clouds  upon  my  soul. 

I  seemed  a  desecration  there 

Where  all  was  delicate  and  fair, 

And  at  the  thought  the  love,  that  slept 

Within  my  heart,  towards  heaven  leapt 

Like  a  straight  flame,  and  with  its  light 

Wakened  my  spirit  in  his  might.  43 


Armed  with  the  tenderness  of  love 

My  spirit  rose,  nor  vainly  strove 

With  those  dark  thoughts  that  grow  more  dread 

Before  resistance.  But  they  fled 

Unmarked,  forgotten,  and  undon 

As  fly  before  the  rising  sun 

Dark  unsubstantial  shades  that  be 

More  dreadful  than  reality, 

And  miscreated,  misbegot, 

By  shame  or  fear  within  the  thought, 

Haunt  there,  but  only  can  arise 

When  love,  the  lamp  of  beauty,  dies. 


O 


TO  TRUTH 

SWEET  Simplicity! 

Thou  star  of  tender  light 

Caught  from  the  infinite, 
And  lost  awhile  in  me; 
Benighted  in  my  day; 

First  clear,  then  clouded  o'er, 
Then  silvering  through  the  cloud 
And  from  its  ravelled  shroud 

Issuing  clear  once  more 
With  bright  and  gentle  ray, 
Thy  sweet  familiar  sway ! 


OBSESSION 

'HE  spirits  of  things  forgotten, 
Of  beautiful  things  long  dead, 
With  a  wild  and  mournful  music 
Throng  murmuring  round  my  head. 
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And  mingling  with  their  music 
Fresh  spirits  gather  and  moan, 
Of  beautiful  things  neglected 
That  die  in  the  dark  alone. 

THE   SPIRITS   THAT   HAUNT   MY    SPIRIT 

SOFT  is  the  sound  of  the  bees  that  murmur 
Thronging  the  blooms  of  the  linden  trees, 
And  soft  the  murmuring  wave  that  fringes 
With  song  the  sleep  of  the  summer  seas ; 
But  the  voice  of  the  spirits  that  haunt  my  spirit 
Is  softer  than  these. 

Busy  dreams  through  the  sunny  meadows 
Of  thought  fly  pilling  the  blossoms  gay, 

And  laden  at  last  with  all  life's  sweetness 
Mount  in  beauty  and  speed  away; 

But  the  wings  of  the  spirits  that  haunt  my  spirit 
Are  brighter  than  they. 

Memories  gray  at  the  deep-sea  edges 
Of  Love  break,  crooning  his  lullabyes, 

When  the  passionate  storms  of  youth  are  over — 
Tenderly  break  with  songs  and  sighs ; 

But  the  joy  of  the  spirits,  that  haunt  my  spirit, 
Unsleeping  lies. 
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PROSPECT 

CLIMBED  the  hill  and  stood  alone. 
Below  me  placid  seas  were  strown 
With  stars :  no  motion  of  the  sea 
Disturbed  the  shining  company, 
No  breath  of  air.  And  as  I  stood 
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Enchanted  by  the  solitude, 
My  spirit,  that  had  restless  been 
As  wind-spurred  waves,  now  fell  serene 
— So  motionless  and  clear  and  wide 
So  deep  and  free  from  storm  and  tide, 
So  gentle  that  'twere  hard  to  tell 
What  rage  thereon  had  used  to  dwell. 
And  those  pure  burning  thoughts  on  high 
That  light  with  beauty  Beauty's  sky, 
And  oft  within  my  spirit's  sense 
Distracted  with  its  turbulence 
Had  lost  all  shape  and  purpose  save 
The  inviolable  lustre  which  they  gave, 
Now  shone  therein  reflected  fair 
As  Beauty's  home  itself  were  there. 


Then  as  a  lonely  seagull  flies 
'Twixt  starry  seas  and  starry  skies, 
And  in  the  splendour  of  her  flight 
Hangs  with  grace  the  gracious  night, 
'Twixt  Beauty's  serene  heights  aglow 
And  their  reflection  clear  below 
My  joy  went  out,  and  floating  there 
Seemed  a  creature  strange  and  fair 
A  thing  of  wonder,  calm  and  light, 
A  shining  phantom  infinite 
With  love,  a  spirit  free  and  fine 
And  fresh  as  Spring's  first  breath  divine, 
Not  like  her  darker  self  that  sped 
Down  secret  ways  unhallowed 
So  lately,  and  so  hardly  came 
Returning  burdened  with  her  shame. 
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The  purity  of  that  sweet  hour 
Filled  my  heart  with  virgin  power, 
And  cleansed  its  oozy  caves  unlit, 
And  with  fresh  grace  replenished  it, 
Till  I,  who  vainly  sought  of  late 
In  dreams  a  world  of  better  £tate 
— Saw  in  this  world,  miscalled  amiss, 
All  beauty  in  the  arms  of  bliss, 
And  reached  within  my  native  powers 
The  promise  of  these  years  of  ours. 

ADVAITA 

TRIVE  not  to  peize  immeasurable  Love 
Whose  least  delight  outweighs  the  gravest  thought. 
As  well  thou  mightest  map  the  Infinite 
Setting  vain  lines  to  what  is  bounded  not. 

Why  would'sl;  thou  compass  love,  making  thy  joy 
Its  own  sharp  sickle,  since  thou  cans!:  not  cleave 
And  parcel  out  thy  love  from  the  main  Love 
Except  the  greater  portion  thou  would'sl  leave? 

Why  be  so  jealous  of  that  small  estate 
Whose  entail  disregarding  Death  makes  void, 
When  all  Love  lies  before  thee  boundless  free 
Now  and  for  evermore  to  be  enjoyed. 
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TO-DAY 

AY  like  a  dewdrop  filled  with  light 

Upon  Time's  blossom  glints  and  glows. 

All  is  transparent  fresh  and  bright 
And  rounded  in  a  cool  repose. 
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And  like  a  swimming  mote  I  lie 
Beneath  its  dazzle-point,  the  sun, 

As  happy  as  Infinity 

And  careless  as  Oblivion. 


N 


I 


NONDUM 

OT  on  sweet  memories  I  dwell, 
But  still  from  lovely  things  I  take 

A  fresh  familiar  joy  to  swell 

My  store  of  happiness.  I  make 

Not  yet  of  joy  a  sad  expense 
To  fritter  out  a  nursed  store, 

But  still  with  joy's  extravagance 
1  fill  his  coffers  more  and  more. 

Still,  still  I  gain  and  cannot  lose : 
Even  to  joy's  account  are  laid — 

O  days  of  youth !  O  thriftless  use ! 
— The  wastes  of  pleasure  that  I  made. 

BEFORE  THUNDER 

N  one  vast  cloud  the  skies  were  clad; 
There  was  a  silence  worse  than  sound 
Discordant,  such  as  makes  men  mad 
In  muffled  dungeons  underground, 
Where  first  they  sing,  then  scream  to  save 
Their  deafening  reason  from  the  grave, 
That  living  grave  of  worse  than  death. 

There  was  no  stir  of  lightest  breath, 
But  hot  stagnation  in  the  air 
Like  a  suspended  horror  there 
Poised  at  its  utmost  by  the  stress 
Of  unimaginable  excess 


Birth-bound.  Then  suddenly  at  last 
The  lightning  like  a  lancet  passed, 
And  all  that  fierce  and  maddening  sixain 
Fell  ruining  with  routs  of  rain. 

THE  SHADOW 

LIKE  my  shadow  by  the  sun 
Cast  before  me  thou  dost  run 
Ever,  as  elusive,  cold 
As  my  shadow  to  behold, 
And  yet  so  true  that  I  can  see 
All  my  passion's  shape  in  thee. 

I  can  less  escape  from  thee 
Than  from  my  own  shadow  flee. 
I  cannot  touch  thee  or  enfold 
More  than  I  my  shadow  hold. 
When  will  thy  mockery  be  done, 
Inevitable,  elusive  one? 

SONNET 

WHY  doubts  my  self  of  his  eternal  state 
When  he  so  frets  within  this  time's  control. 
And  with  vexed  thought  never  can  dissipate 

Love's  logic,  the  sweet  reason  of  the  soul? 
— When  deathless  Beauty,  lodged  within  his  mind 

Makes  certain  that  her  mansion  cannot  cease, 
And  Truth  wholly  contained  but  unconfined 

Prompts  him  beyond  his  temporal  degrees? 
He  knows  his  nature  large  enough  to  hold 

In  one  these  three  triune  eternities, 
Drawing  from  them  sure  tokens  manifold; 

But  still  he  doubts  that  he  eternal  is, 
Nor  sees  that  for  his  love  to  be  so  free 
Argues  towards  his  mind's  infinity. 
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TURN  OF  TIDE 

HEARD  from  the  breaking  wave 
"Follow  me,  follow  me 
To  the  deep,  to  the  lone  sea  cave ! 
Ah  where  ...  !"  And  the  sweet  voice  died 
In  the  broken  music  of  the  waters 
And  the  whispering  backwash, 
The  sighing  and  the  slow  reluctance 
Of  the  turning  tide. 

Ah  me,  what  spirit  of  the  seas 

Summoning  mournfully 

Hath  robbed  my  heart  of  its  ease 

And  filled  with  a  strange  desire? 

Whom  called  she  so  that  my  spirit 

Harking  to  her  calling 

Would  follow  to  the  deep  sea  places 

To  quench  his  fire? 
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THE  SONG  OF  DISASTER 

HE  song  of  disaster 

Sung  by  the  conquered  who  triumphed, 

Who  vanquished  the  victors  in  spirit 

And  died  without  fame, 

But  saved  from  the  wrack  and  the  weeping 

The  banner  entrusted, 

The  flag  of  self-conquest  entrusted 

By  faith  to  their  keeping, 

The  banner  inscribed  and  inspiring 

With  the  ineffable  Name. 

Who  shall  not  honour  it? 
Who  shall  deny  them 
The  dignity  life  could  not  offer  them, 
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Death  could  not  take? 

Who  bore  through  disgrace  and  disaster, 

Through  torment  and  terror 

The  invisible  flag  without  error, 

Without  £tain  or  dishonour, 

And  set  it  in  Zion's  high  temple 

At  last  for  His  sake. 
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AUTUMN 

HEN  Beauty  disarrays  her  body 
Love  gathers  the  fine  raiment  cast, 

And  strives  to  clothe  in  vain  endeavour 
The  yielding  shadow  of  the  past. 

Then  bears  it  with  him  as  a  burden 

Though,  would  he  lift  his  loaded  eyes, 
Beauty's  self  he  would  discover, 

And  cast  his  burden  with  surprise. 

SONNET 

A  RAIN-DROP  is  a  universe  to  those 
Invisible  creatures  that  inhabit  it, 
Even  as  the  vaster  starry  skies  enclose 
With  measureless  expanse  our  little  wit. 
And  all  that  we  would  search  and  understand, 

Calling  it  now  the  One,  the  Infinite 
Is  but  a  swimming  mote  or  grain  of  sand 

To  greater  worlds  that  lie  beyond  our  sight. 
And  yet  the  soul  within  us  rising  free 

Claims  more  than  we  imagine,  high  inspired 
At  sudden  moments  of  its  destiny 

Beyond  the  utmost  that  our  hearts  desired, 
Folding  us  in  the  splendour  of  its  wings 
That  magnifies  the  truth  of  little  things. 
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SONG 

HE  field  is  filled  with  fragrance, 

With  song  the  tree, 
The  skies  with  cloudless  beauty, 

My  heart  with  thee. 


Sweet  are  the  fields  that  waver, 

The  boughs  that  meet, 
Sweet  the  blue  skies  between  them, 

My  heart  more  sweet. 
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PSYCHE 

HY,  Beauty,  do  I  yearn 

To  catch  though  it  should  be 

A  vague  and  fleeting  glance, 

But  once,  of  Thee, 
When  of  Thyself  unseen 

Such  joy  I  know 
That  sight — O  jealous  sight! 

— Could  never  show? 

Wrhy  yearn  I  with  my  songs 
Thy  fancied  form  to  dress, 
Filling  them  with  Thy  shape 

And  loveliness 
And  motions  eloquent? 

— I  who  have  known 
At  heart  Thy  very  self, 

Naked,  alone ! 
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SONG  FROM  "LIFE" 

GREAT  and  passionate 
Desire !  O  hands  and  feet ! 
O  body  fair  and  sweet! 
And  O  Love  desperate ! 

Would  that  my  body  might 
In  thine  delight. 

Upon  thy  naked  soul 

My  naked  soul  hath  pressed 

So  long.  Ah  soul  so  blessed, 
Thou  dosl  too  long  condole 

With  my  faint  body's  need 

That  doth  exceed! 

Oh  that  the  dreamed-of  touch 

Which  fires  my  flesh  athirsl: 

Since  souls  commingled  firSt 
And  taught  me,  Ah!  too  much 

— Would  it  might  come  to  pass ! 

OLove!  Alas! 

IVORY  GATES 

HEE  in  dreams  I  long  have  wed 
And  in  glorious  triumph  led 
Gaily  to  the  marriage  bed. 
I  in  dreams  have  thee  undressed, 
Seen  the  glories  that  I  guessed 
Made  divinely  manifest. 

I  have  halted  in  my  ha&e, 

Gazed  awhile  in  worship  chafte, 

Felt  my  burning  heart  displaced, 

My  supplanting  spirit  claim 

Thee  for  ever  in  love's  name, 

Purging  my  fond  heart  of  blame.  53 


I  have  spanned  thy  body  bright 
In  the  secret  peace  of  night, 
Mingling  love  and  pure  delight; 
And  I  come  before  thee  now 
Waking,  wondering  "Dreamedst  thou?" 
Since  thou  smil'st  I  know  not  how. 

"FROM  THE  EMBRACE  OF  BEAUTY' 


F 


ROM  the  embrace  of  Beauty 

My  wandered  soul  arose 
Bright  from  her  burning  splendour, 

Serene  with  her  repose. 
He  took  his  old  apparel, 

Where-through  so  fair  he  shone 
That  men  seeing  him  wondered 

Where  he  in  sleep  had  gone. 

SONNET 

WHAT  Love!    Canst  thou  so  shake  me  and 
consume? 
Art  thou,  in  fire  that  comest  and  great  thirst 
The  same  as  he  who  down  the  pregnant  gloom 

Came  on  me  calm  and  solemn  at  the  first? 
— In  quiet  beauty  pitiful,  and  fine 

Sweet  satisfaction  ghostly  and  most  blest? 
Art  thou  who  so  confound'st  this  hear:  of  mine 
Even  he  that  gave  my  soul  such  certain  rest? 
Thy  terrible  sweet  flames  my  flesh  torment 
And  melt  the  very  marrow  of  my  bones 
And  twist  the  steely  stays  of  my  intent 
Till  even  my  ruined  will  itself  disowns. 

Thou  that  destroyest  and  still  gatherest  me, 
O  Love,  how  ever  found  I  rest  in  thee? 
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GOLDEN  GATES 

O  NIGHT,  sweet  night,  thou  in  thy  darkness  deep 
Dost  hide  embracing  lovers  from  their  sight, 
Till  in  the  soft  arms  of  thy  sister  Sleep 
They  sink  still  dreaming  of  their  own  delight, 
Thou  veil'st  their  eyes  that  so  thou  canst  reveal 

What  eyes  could  never  see.  They  in  their  fine 
Blind  passion  twixt  their  clasping  bodies  feel 

All  Beauty,  whole,  ineffable,  divine. 
Sweet,  dreadful  revelation !  Lips  are  crushed, 

Limbs  cruel,  till  they  loosen  as  hearts  grow  faint 
And  sink  away,  while  through  their  fervour  hushed 
Is  heard  thy  lonely  nightingale's  complaint. 

They  sink  to  that  cool  music  soft  and  deep 
Till  Beauty's  arms  become  the  arms  of  Sleep. 


INSTANS  TYRANNUS 

SHALL  my  soul  live  and  question  not  his  fate 
When  Love  so  prompts  him  in  his  thought's 
despite 
That  he  no  period  has  to  his  estate 

And  no  strict  limitations  to  his  might? 
Shall  he  beholding  Beauty  not  foresee 

Beauty's  eternal  prospect  most  serene 
And  touching  Truth  feel  not  Truth's  certainty 

Beyond  the  shadowy  clouds  that  flit  between? 
He  sees  corruption  lie  around  his  feet, 

And  strength  and  loveliness  succumb  to  dust, 
Winter  grow  ashy  where  the  Spring  was  sweet, 
And  howling  tempests  mock  his  shivering  trust, 
— Yes,  Death  disfiguring  all  that  he  holds  dear 
And  yet  love  stedfast  whispers  at  his  ear. 
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THE  BRIDGE  OF  BEAUTY 

(I) 

WHEN  will  the  jealous  sun  have  had  his  fill 
Of  looking  at  my  Love?  Never,  I  wot: 
He  would  remain,  could  he  but  have  his  will, 
Holding  the  skies  and  be  supplanted  not, 
Contented  well  to  see  her  beauty  clad 
But  hid  not  by  the  raiment  which  she  wears ! 
Ah  well  for  me  that  night  for  aye  hath  had 
Her  season  due  and  not  a  whit  forbears. 
She  like  a  tiring-maid  will  disarray 
The  beauty  of  my  love  with  calm  delight, 
Till  like  a  moon-lit  apple-bough  in  May 
She  stands  a  gleaming  wonder  in  my  sight, 

And  at  my  sudden  coming,  when  she  sees, 
Flutters  like  that  bright  blossom  in  the  breeze. 

(ii) 

Come,  Night,  O  come  and  hide  her  from  my  eyes ! 
Haste  thou !  No  longer  for  thy  dreaming  sweet 
I  call  thee  now.  Thou  never  could'st  devise 
A  dream  so  fair  as  love's  true  joy  complete! 
Hide  her  away !  For  how  should  I  behold, 
Who  am  blind  with  beauty's  passion,  beauty's  grace 
Unrobed?  O  haste  and  let  my  arms  enfold, 
And  my  bare  body,  clasped  in  her  embrace, 
Feel  more  of  beauty  than  the  eyes  can  see, 
And  more  delight  than  kisses  ever  drew! 
Hasten,  sweet  night,  and  hide  my  love  from  me 
With  sweeter  revelation — speed  anew! 

Till  I  pretend  that  I  but  dream  of  this 

To  mitigate  the  agony  of  my  bliss. 
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(Ill) 

When  flesh  meets  flesh  for  beauty,  spirits  twain 
Bear  it  aloft  between  their  blended  wings. 
Though  bodies  are  so  closely  clasped  again 
That  no  space  is  twixt  flesh  to  flesh  that  clings, 
The  infinities  of  love  and  beauty  still 
Have  room  there,  wider  than  the  heavens  apart 
Holding  estranged  indignity  and  ill, 
But  nearer  yet  commingling  heart  with  heart : 
— Nearer  than  the  supreme  fervour  of  delight, 
The  fire  and  fury  of  the  soul's  excess, 
Yes,  nearer  than  the  touch  of  bodies  white, 
Wrapt  in  the  bands  of  their  own  loveliness, 

And  when  the  splendid  storm  is  spent  and  past 
Nearer  than  the  silence  of  soul's  peace  at  last. 


(IV) 

The  spirit  does  not  scorn  the  body's  grace 

But  is  thereby  exalted,  in  his  flight 

Lifting  the  body's  beauty  from  its  place 

And  temporal  abode  through  love's  delight 

To  his  own  level  of  eternal  worth, 

His  height  of  infinite  supreme  repose, 

Giving  the  fading  beauty  of  the  earth 

A  longer  lease  than  the  poor  body  owes. 

And  so  the  beauty,  that  once  raised  him  here 

To  his  self-knowledge  and  divine  estate, 

Itself  is  borne  beyond  the  secret  fear 

That  dogs  the  unuplifted  soon  or  late, 
And  in  the  spirit's  arms  for  ever  lies 
More  steadfast  than  a  star  upon  the  skies. 
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(V) 

Can  flesh  confound  the  spirit  and  prevail 
So  much  against  his  Master?  Is  the  shrill 
Tempest  of  love  so  dread  that  helm  and  sail 
Fall  helpless  from  the  governing  hand  of  will? 
When  rapt  and  lustrous  bodies  so  unite 
That  not  a  single  thought  can  intervene 
And  monstrous  seas  like  mountains  moved  in  flight 
Roar  all  around  and  never  break  between, 
Upon  those  mighty  waves  two  souls  as  one 
Are  lifted  up,  and  far  their  bark  is  driven 
Beyond  the  mortal  confines  of  the  sun 
More  nearly  to  the  starry  quays  of  heaven, 

And  clearer  shines  above  the  stress  and  stir 
The  spirit  as  life's  master-mariner. 


(VI) 

Only  when  flesh  to  flesh  is  bared  and  blent 
And  bodies  twain  as  one  embracing  lie 
Forming  a  bridge  of  beauty  that  is  bent 
From  soul  to  soul  in  one  bright  span  on  high — 
Can  spirits  meet.  Upon  the  central  arc 
Like  heady  winds  they  mingle  and  unite, 
Rushing  together  through  the  passionate  dark 
And  the  fierce  flashes  of  tempestuous  light; 
Then  in  a  splendid  eddy  wreathed  arise 
Excessive  in  a  joy  that  flesh  ne'er  knew, 
Purging  those  clouds  of  thunder  from  their  eyes 
And  gaining  love's  high  clear  eternal  view, 

Whence  looking  down  as  one  at  last  they  see 
How  lovely  their  two  clasping  bodies  be. 
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(VII) 
When  naked  I  to  thee  naked  was  caught 
And  maddened  by  the  beauty  of  thy  touch 
Rushed  frantic  down  bright  roaring  washes  of  thought, 
Since  for  the  body  love  had  grown  too  much, 
My  soul  assumed  the  passion  so  begun 
And  clasped  thy  soul  with  love  increasing  still 
— Paling  with  increase  like  the  rising  sun 
Whose  crimson  fades  before  he  tops  the  hill. 
So  glowed  the  red  heat  of  the  body's  love 
Into  the  white  heat  of  the  soul's  excess, 
That  fills  the  skies,  when  it  is  towered  above, 
With  the  fine  radiance  of  loveliness, 

And  from  the  body  draws  fresh  heat  to  feed 

The  purity  of  his  own  flaming  need. 
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DREAMLAND 

OW  grand  are  those  mountains !  How  fair 

The  valleys  that  nestle  between ! 
The  fleecy  sheep  wandering  there 

Like  estrays  of  white  vapour  are  seen, 
Whether  high  from  the  ledges  they  hang, 

Or  fill  the  green  vales  one  by  one, 
Or  stream  where  their  shepherd's  voice  rang, 

All  white  in  the  glistering  sun. 

How  fain  would  I  trespass  and  stray 

Mid  those  dales  where  I  watch  them  go  by, 
And  follow  sure-footed  as  they 

To  their  perilous  pastures  on  high ; 
But  with  never  so  delicate  feet 

When  I  lean  of  a  sudden  to  start, 
Straight  melteth  away  all  that  sweet 

And  beautiful  land  of  my  heart. 
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THE  SHIP  OF  SONG 

AR  sailing  down  uncharted  seas, 

Beneath  the  still  familiar  skies, 
Before  the  spicy  prosperous  gales 

With  music  and  with  grace  she  flies. 

No  corded  merchandise  she  seeks 

With  blinding  hopes  and  hearts  grown  dull. 
For  Beauty  and  for  love  she  sails 

Alone,  and  she  is  beautiful. 
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DEDICATION 

(From  "St.  Anthony") 

ELIGHTING  in  their  days 

I  children  love 
And  by  their  joyful  ways 

Am  raised  above 
Even  the  passionate  joys 

Of  love's  embrace 
When  Strength  and  Beauty  lie 

Locked  face  to  face. 


O  Beauty,  I  have  seen 

Thee  fair,  how  fair! 
In  human  form  and  mien, 

In  earth  and  air; 
But  fairest  and  most  sweet 

In  children's  ways : 
To  them  I  give  my  heart, 

To  God  my  praise. 
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NIGHTFALL 

MALL  birds  upon  the  twilight  flock, 
Wings  rustle  among  leaves,  and  all 

The  shrubs  are  filled  with  chattering  tongues ; 
Then  silence  and  the  shadows  fall, 

And  under  sleepy  wings  are  curled 

The  little  heads  that  charmed  the  world. 


O  would  that  I,  a  songster  too, 

Though  less  delightful  tunes  I  sing, 

Being  wingless  yet  might  slumber  find 
Neath  Music's  warm  and  lulling  wing, 

And  so  in  silence  deep  and  strong 
Forget  awhile  the  need  of  song. 


THE  WINDS  OF  LIFE 

THE  winds  of  life  are  filled  with  my  flickering 
dreams, 
Fair  and  bright  they  are  flying 
Caught  upon  the  whirls  and  eddies  of  the  wind's  wild 
streams. 
O  streams  with  your  brave  outcrying, 
Scatter  them,  scatter  them  far  away  from  me,  hurry  them 

Out  of  my  sight  for  ever  while  yet  they  are  fair! 
Let  me  lean  and  look  for  them  vainly  with  a  passionate 
sighing, 
For  them  as  they  flew  in  their  beauty;  and  in  my 
despair 
O  let  me  not  see  their  colours  tattered  and  dying ! 

Nor  find  the  dismal  corners  where  ye  shall  bury  them  I 
Ye  that  spared  not  the  branches,  my  heart  O  spare! 
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NOT  HERE  WHERE  ROSES  GROW 
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OT  here  where  roses  grow 
And  summer  fills  the  sky 
With  sweet  tranquillity 

A- wooing  would  I  go; 
But  in  some  barren  spot 
Where  summer  is  forgot. 

With  desert  far  and  wide 
Spread  out  before  my  gaze, 
Or  stony  mountain  ways 

That  no  foot  ever  tried, 
I  would  delighted  be 
With  loveliness  and  thee. 

No  beauty  then  would  wean 
Thy  heart  from  mine  awhile, 
No  jealousy  beguile 

My  heart  from  love  serene, 
And  nothing  sweet  and  fair 
Would  still  be  wanting  there. 


THE  SONG  OF  SONGS 
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SOFT  elusive  song 
That  fillest  like  a  sigh 
My  charmed  heart,  O  why 
When  all  awake  I  long 
More  closely  to  constrain 

Thy  sweetness,  wilt  thou  fly? 
Have  human  word  and  tone 
No  music  like  thine  own, 

That  thou  dost  still  deny 
Thyself  to  my  most  fain 
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Desire  grown  sad  in  vain? 
Thou  art  too  fine  a  thing, 

Too  delicate  and  free 
For  mortal  tongue  to  sing 

And  language  to  prolong. 
Bird  notes  too  gross  would  be : 
— How  can  I  capture  thee, 

O  sweet  elusive  song ! 
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TERRA  BEATA,   BEATI   HOMINES 

Y  staff  of  love  I  take, 

My  scrip  of  humour  sweet: 

I  bind  unto  my  feet 
For  high  adventure's  sake 
My  sandals  of  unrest, 

And  from  my  shoulder  sling 
My  flask  of  fresh  delight. 
So  blest  and  so  bedight, 

So  well  equipped  I  sing 
Upon  my  way  with  zest 
And  joy  of  heart  unguessed. 

What  bliss  is  there  to  seek? 
What  peace  of  heart  that  I 
Know  not?  And  who  shall  speak 

Of  promised  lands  to  bless? 
Here  would  I  speed  or  lie 
Through  all  eternity 

Beside  my  happiness. 
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ANADYOMENE 

ILLED  with  stars  are  the  leafy  branches, 
With  pale  bright  beauty  the  full  moon  blanches 
The  waving  leaves  as  she  flyeth  naked 

From  cloud  to  cloud  in  her  shy  distress. 
So  flyeth  from  dream  to  dream,  unslaked 

In  my  heart  thy  innocent  loveliness. 
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MOONLIGHT 

HE  hues  of  sunset  fade, 

The  early  stars  are  blown, 

The  Moon  steps  disarrayed 

From  her  pale  raiment  strown 

And  bathes  her  gracious  beauty  bright 

In  floods  of  night. 


The  low  wind  breathes  and  dies, 

The  night  is  all  suspense : 

Upon  the  moon  there  lies 

A  light  cloud's  diffidence! 

When  will  she  pass?  O  fond  winds  fain, 

Rise,  blow  again ! 

QUO  VADIS? 

AH  whither  goes!:  thou 
My  soul,  when  as  in  dream 
All  things  around  me  flow 
Like  phantoms  in  a  stream, 
And  wide-awake  I  fare 
I  know  not  how? 
And  whither,  when  I  sleep, 
Soul,  goest  thou? 
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What  country  far  and  sweet 
Dost  thou  awhile  retrace? 
What  lovely  comrade  meet 
In  what  sequestered  place? 
Fragrance  of  what  delight 

Attends  thy  feet 
That  when  thou  dost  return 

Thou  smell'st  so  sweet? 

FLYING,  FLYING,  FLYING 

S  fain  clouds  flying 

Across  the  moon 

With  her  pure  beauty 

Are  filled  and  fly 

Fading,  fading  adown  the  sky, 

My  swift  dreams,  flying 

Alas !  too  soon 

Athwart  thy  beauty, 

Are  filled  and  flee 

Fading  adown  my  love  of  thee. 

O  pure  bright  moon ! 
And  O  pale  clouds  flying! 

0  beauty  constant  1 
And  love  undying! 

1  little  care  for  the  dreams  that  perish 
And  fret  not  long  for  the  clouds  that  flee; 
For  beautiful  round  thyself  abideth 

My  clear  unsullying  love  for  thee! 

TO  MY  MUSE 

OVE  my  heart  to  numbers 
While  my  spirit  slumbers 

That  when  he  awake 

He  his  thirst  may  slake. 
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And  by  song  delighted 

Feel  not  day-benighted; 
But  forget  those  ways 
Where  in  sleep  he  strays. 

Till  the  sweet  earth  round  him 
Hold  the  dreams  that  bound  him 
To  that  distant  star 
Where  his  memories  are. 

FRANCISCUS  LOQUITUR 

(I) 
FEAR  not  death,  that  fast  and  bolted  door 
Neath  which  a  glimmering  streak  of  light  I  see, 
Whose  threshold  oft  in  dreams  I  wander  o'er 
Finding  the  mystic  door  thrown  wide  for  me. 
Death  has  no  doubt.  I  know  my  friends  that  died 
Await  my  coming  in  the  Gardens  there, 
My  happier  friends  who  not  in  vain  have  tried 
To  free  my  spirit  from  its  faithless  care. 
So  would  you  think  that  I  feared  not  to  pass 
Beyond  the  gate,  hearing  my  arguments ; 
Yet  more  than  most  I  dread  and  poise,  alas ! 
The  pain  and  manner  of  my  going  hence. 
When  I  consider  what  it  is  to  die 
There  never  was  a  weaker  coward  than  I. 

(ii) 

Their  dying  they  have  done :  the  pain  is  past : 
The  dead  I  envy:  yet  to  life  I  cling 
With  all  its  pain  and  pity  to  the  last; 
Though  well  I  know  the  peace  that  death  can  bring, 
The  beauty  passing  beauty  and  the  joy 
Of  earth  set  free  from  all  its  earthly  care, 
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The  passion  that  the  spirit  shall  employ 
In  love's  unhampered  sure  continuance  there; 
Although  I  know  life's  sweet  familiar  ways 
Increase  their  sweetness  then  beyond  Time's  touch 
While  all  that  here  we  reverence  and  praise 
Shall  save  us  still  from  what  we  served  too  much, 
And  no  true  beauty  that  the  earth  has  given 
Shall  perish  in  the  happiness  of  heaven. 

(in) 

There  is  no  difference  between  heaven  and  earth 
Save  in  the  spirit,  and  our  going  hence 
Is  but  the  measure  of  the  spirit's  worth 
In  the  assault  of  his  perpetuance. 
Why  cling  I  to  my  body  and  its  pain 
Who  know  that  all  its  powers  shall  survive 
Without  its  limits  and  that  I  again 
Shall  deathless  walk  the  lovely  earth  alive, 
Taking  the  old  enjoyments  evermore 
Without  a  weariness  and  sad  regret, 
Untouched  by  passions  which  arose  before 
And  my  hot  blood  against  my  spirit  set. 
Yet  yet  I  fear  and  to  my  body  cling 
And  make  my  life  its  own  imprisoning. 

THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  SHEPHERD 

IVE  me  thy  pipes  and  crook, 

Thy  goatskin  and  thy  scrip, 

Thy  godlike  thirst  to  sip 
Bright  nectar  from  the  brook. 
Teach  me  thy  mellow  stops 

To  warble  while  I  stray 
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With  light  unsandelled  feet 
Along  the  pasture  sweet 
From  dawn  to  dusk  of  day, 

Cool  with  the  bright  dewdrops 

And  soft  with  clover  tops. 

Give  me  thy  hunger  fine 

That  makes  thy  homely  bread 

And  raisins  withered 
A  very  feast  divine. 
Give  me  thy  careless  days 

Thy  nights  of  deep  repose, 

Thy  passion  wise  and  free. 
Thy  frank  love  and  thy  glee 

When  at  thy  labour's  close 
With  thee  thy  lover  strays 
Down  sweet  sequestered  ways. 

Take  thou  my  binding  weeds, 
My  knowledge  and  estate, 

And  my  unnatural  needs, 
Yea  all  thou  enviest 

And  soon  would'st  dissipate, 

Learning,  alas !  too  late, 
Thou  bartered'st  thy  rest. 

METEMPSYCHOSIS 

WHEN  in  the  triumph  of  my  art's  success 
I  read  again  the  verse  that  I  have  writ, 
And  marvel  at  the  native  loveliness 
Wherewith  unconsciously  I  fashioned  it, 
Seeing  fresh  glories  that  I  durst  not  claim, 
And  music  that  my  spirit  never  knew, 
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Admiring  still 1  wonder  whence  it  came, 
What  spirit  o'er  my  lyre  his  fingers  drew. 
'Twas  not  my  handiwork  though  thro'  my  mind 
And  hand  it  was  delivered  fully  wrought, 
And  its  perfection  leaves  no  trace  behind 
Upon  the  plastic  matter  of  my  thought. 

Who  sealeth  up  myself  and  thus  unknown 
Useth  my  breathing  body  as  his  own? 
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APOSTROPHE 

OET,  ah  !|thy  sweet  sad  song 
Doth  not  to  this  world  belong. 
Such  a  sorrow  could  not  be 
Wed  with  such  felicity 
On  this  earth  where  bliss  is  less 
Than  that  piteous  loveliness. 


T 


Where  did'st  thou  that  sweet  song  find? 
In  the  gardens  of  thy  mind 
What  rapt  bird  his  love  forgot 
And  the  day  remembered  not, 
Piping  to  thee  from  time  withdrawn 
That  yearning  pain,  that  joy  forgone? 


GOODNIGHT 

HE  long  flocks  of  starlings  pass 
Homeward  o'er  the  evening  skies, 
Like  a  breath  upon  a  glass 
The  mist  of  twilight  slowly  dies 
Upon  that  clear  cold  mirror  where 
Night  beholds  that  she  is  fair. 
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The  swift  sound  fails  of  many  a  wing, 

Like  shed  leaves  the  silence  falls. 

Fades  that  sense  of  voyaging 

That  still  upon  the  spirit  calls 

When  bird-flocks  travel.  Twilight's  head 

Softly  droops.  The  soul  is  fled. 
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